Then the little hand, its joints thickened by age, proffered Simon a
tortoiseshell cigarette-case with Turkish cigarettes in it.

Simon was sorry that the streets sped by so fast. He discovered that
the Minister, Anatole Rousseau, whom a whole section of the press
treated as an ignoramus, was not only an educated man, but also lively
and energetic.

He could not help liking and feeling deferential to this short, com-
pact man, with his silver hair fluffed out from under the brim of his^
top-hat, his birdlike eyes flickering to emphasize a phrase, and his face
on which the years had left their mark as on the bole of a tree. Simon
felt much as he had done in the presence of Jean de La Monnerie.

The Minister was perfectly aware of this and set himself out to
please. He knew that the best way to achieve this was to speak from
the heart. There is nothing so flattering as sincerity from a man in
power.

"I wish I were you," said Anatole Rousseau, "and could meet poets,
write articles, and have time to do it. In my early days I used to write
too. I even published quite a lot of things in the reviews. I stopped all
that, I don't dare say how many years ago. But I often long to take
it up again. Each one of us, you know, has several destinies within him,
and one never knows if life has led one to choose the right one."

"Unless we have only one destiny, which we must come back to in
the end," said Simon.

"I don't think so," replied Rousseau. "I even believe that every man
was meant to do something better than what he eventually does."

When the Delaunay-Belleville came to a stop in the courtyard of
the Ministry, he said to the chauffeur: "Portois, take Monsieur
Lachaume home, and then come back for me."

Then to Simon he said; "We must meet again. Let me see, what
are you doing next Friday? I'm entertaining some Rumanian writers.
It might interest you. Come along after dinner, at a quarter to ten,
don't dress."

And he went up the stone staircase, pretending to hurry.
Alone in the Minister's motor-car, Simon hardly dared look out of
the windows, so proud was he. With the tips of his fingers he stroked
the fur rug that belonged to the master of the whole educational
hierarchy.

He noticed several newspapers folded lengthwise on the seat; among

them was UEcho du Matin, and the end of Simon's article was marked

with a great circle of red pencil.                                                        ,

"It's all because of that," he thought.   "Besides, it's a very good

article; certainly the best thing Fve written."

And he wondered whether becoming famous in twenty-four hours,
as La Monnerie had done with a single poem, was not more or less
what was happening to himself.